He waked In the gray morning^ his body weary and
heavy and dull; his sleep had not rested him. Buddy
was gone, and it still rained^ though now it was a defi-
nite, purposeful sound on the roof and the air was
warmer, with a rawness that probed to the very bones
of him; and in his stockings and carrying his boots in
his hand? he crossed the cold room where Lee and Rafe
and Stuart slept, and found Rafe and Jackson before
the living-room fire.

"We let you sleep,95 Rafe said; then he said, "Good
Lord, boy, you look like a ha5nt. Didn*t you sleep last
night?"

"Yes, I slept all right," Bayard answered. He sat
down and stamped into his boots and buckled the
thongs below his knees. Jackson sat at one side of the
hearth. In the shadowy corner near his feet a number
of small, living creatures moiled silently, and still bent
over his boots, Bayard said:

"What you got there, Jackson? What sort of pup-
pies are them?95

"New breed Pm trying** Jackson answered. Rafe
returned with a half a tumbler of Henry9s pale amber
whisky.

"Them's Ellen's pups/9 he said* "Git Jackson to tell
you about 9em after you eat. Here, drink this. You
look all wore out. Buddy must *a9 kept you awake
talkinV' he added with dry irony.

Bayard drank the whisky and lit a cigarette*
Mandy's got yo* breakfast on the stove,** Rafe said.

'"Ellen?55 Bayard repeated. "Oh, that fox. I aimed
to ask about her, last night. Y9all raise her?"

"Yes. She growed up with last year's batch of pup*
pies. Buddy caught her. And now Jackson aims to
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